3i8	A MODERN COMEDY
He turned into the Poultry before he knew why he had
come there. Well, he might as well tell Gradman at once
that he must exercise his own judgment in the future. At
the mouth of the backwater he paused for a second, as if
to print its buffness on his brain. He would resign his
trusts, private and all! He had no notion of being sneered
at in the family. But a sudden wave of remembrance
almost washed his heart into his boots. What a tale of
trust deeds executed, leases renewed, houses sold, invest-
ments decided on—in that back room up there ; what a
mint of quiet satisfaction in estates well managed ! Ah !
well! He would continue to manage his own. As for the
others, they must look out for themselves, now. And a
precious time they'd have of it, in face of the spirit there
was about!
He mounted the stone steps slowly.
In the repository of Forsyte affairs, he was faced by the
unusual—not Gradman, but, on the large ripe table, a large
ripe melon alongside a straw bag. Soames sniffed. The
thing smelled delicious. He held it to the light. Its
greeny yellow tinge, its network of threads—quite Chinese !
Was old Gradman going to throw its rind about, like that
white monkey ?
He was still holding it when a voice said :
" Aoh ! I wasn't expecting you to-day, Mr. Soames. I
was going early ; my wife's got a little party."
" So I see ! " said Soames, restoring the melon to the
table. " There's nothing for you to do at the moment, but
I came in to tell you to draw my resignations from the
Forsyte trusts."
The old chap's face was such a study that he could not
help a smile.
" You can keep me in Timothy's; but the rest must go.
Young Roger can attend to them. He's got nothing to do."

